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January 6, 1951 
Dear John» 
* You*11 be glad to know that Harvard w i l l be represented 
t h i s year on Reading High school's college night. Presumably they 
didn't suspect the treasures hidden i n these h i l l s x i n t i l you con-
vinced them. 
Mr. Gelnett admired the •'̂ anipoon. Nancy smiles. And 
your father took me to see The glass Menagerie on Thursday night. 
With her usual clairvoyance, Mrs. L i t c h f i e l d called the day a f t e r 
Jolson had his mishap to check on things. I t was j u s t as I began 
to heat the beef noodle soup and grandpa was most expectant and 
she went on for at least twenty minutes about the various ways i n 
\*iich the l o c a l gentry toirtures animals. Katie, one of her cats, 
had spent a part of the Thanksgiving holiday i n a trap. So, Mrs. 
L i t c h f i e l d was f u l l of de t a i l s and advises me to put on my armor 
and challenge p r a c t i c a l l y everybody on the Plow h i l l to a duel. 
I t would have to be a complete declaration of war because I've no 
idea who owned Jolson's p i t f a l l or where i t was. She and Rufus 
have a system for tracing the c u l p r i t s . Evidently she i s not writing 
an h i s t o r i c a l novel t h i s winter. 
We found the glass Menagerie vary e x c i t i n g . I don't know 
whether i t was the w r i t i n g , the movies, or the wonderful acting of 
Cfertrude Lawrence that made i t so much more entertaining than a 
Streetcar Named Desire. Perhaps the story j u s t happened to be one 
that I could understand. 
Richard Armour has a f a i r l y convincing a r t i c l e i n t h i s 
issue of The Writer on finding time to w r i t e . I don't know i f men 
are naturally more e f f i c i e n t than women or l e s t inclined to have 
t h e i r time in^osed upon than women are. But I'm sure i t ' s easier 
for Richard Armour to w r i t s than i t i s for me. He admits, however, 
that l i t t l e s t ories and l i t t l e poems are easier to f i t into a l i f e 
of work than larger undertakings.. I T i s a good a r t i c l e . I repeat 
i t i s a good a r t i c l e . But t r y to take h i s advice. I'm writing 
now, at the expense of something e l s e . (And i n the middle of the 
regular Saturady afternoon uproar. Haddy j u s t reports the f l i g h t 
of a buzzard with a trap dangling from h i s f e e t . Well, I guess that 
proves something. Perhaps Mrs. L i t c h f i e l d i s right about the use 
of traps a f t e r a l l . ) 
We are as happy as our limitations permit and hope you 
are too. Love, P and M 
